this Thy happy child to-night,
Strong Father anil Friend.

As the moon tops the poplars

And lights, with her quiet nuliaruv.

The swift-flowing silvery waters,

Where those poplars, even now in the night,

Are mirrored so clear, and with them the* distant snows:

Take this Thy happy child,

0 dear, dear Father and Friend,

It is time for sleep,

And Thy child comes again to Thy knee,

Sure of a perfect welcome,

Sure of forgiveness for failure,
Sure of a sweet deep sleep.
Safe held in Thy care.

Take this Thy happy child to-ni^ht,
Strong Father and Friend,

WARM baby arms round my neck,
A cheek, softer than down, pressed tight against
mine,
And a voice whispering gently, "Daddy, 1 love you so/*

A flower of joy art thou,

0 my son,

A herald of love divine and the beauty of heaven.
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